

9 


76 


^£6. ISir,aMifterie. 

<7*. Painting Sir, I haue heard fay, is a Miftene;and 
your Whores fir, being members of my occupation, v- 
fing painting, do proue my Occupation, a Mifterieibut 
what Mifterie there fliould be in hanging, if I fliould 
be hang'd, I cannot imagine. 

Abh. Sir, it is a Mifterie. 

(flo. Proofe. 

•Abb. Euerie true mans apparrell fits your Thcefe. 

Cio. If it be too little foryour theefe.your true man 
thinkesitbigge enough. Ifitbeetoo bigge for your 
Theefc, your Thecfe thinkes it little enough : So cucrie 
true mans apparrell fits your Theefc. 

Enter Prouofi. 

Fro. Are you agreed ? 

Cla. Sir, I will fcrue him : For I do findc your Hang- 
man is a more penitent Trade then your Bawd: he doth 
oftner aske forgiuenciTe* 

Pro. You firialr, prouide your blocke and your Axe 
to morro w, foure a clocke. 

Abb. Come on (Bawd) I will inftruft thee in my 
Trade : follow* , 

Clo. Idodefirctolcarne fir: and I hope, ifyou haue 
occafion to vfe mc for your owne turrj^ you {hall findc 
mey'are. For truly fir, for your kindne{Te, I owe you a 
good turne. Extt 

fro. Call hcther Barvar dine and Clmdio*. 
Th'one has my pitic ; not a io't the other, 
Being a Murthercr, though he weie my brother- 

Enter C /audio. 
Looke, here's the Warrant fiaudio, for thy death/ 
Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to morrow 
Thou muft be rnade immortal!. Where's Barnardine i 

Cla. As fall lock'd vp in flccpc,as guiltlcffc labour, 
When it lies ftarkely in the Trauellers bones, 
He will not wake. 

Pro. Who can do good on him ? 
WcIl,go,preparc your felfe. But harke, what noife ? 
Hcauen giue your fpirits comfort : by, and by, 
I hope it is fome pardon, or rcpreeue 
For the moft gentle (^laudio. Welcome Father. 

Enter Duke* 

Duke. The beft, and wholfomft fpirits of the night, 
Inuellop you,good Prouoft: who call'd hcere of late ? 
Pro^ None fince the Curphew rung. 
Duke. Not 
Pro. No. 

Duke. They will then er't be long, 

Tro. What comfort is for Claudia ? 

Duke. There's fome in hope. 

Pro. It is a bitter Deputie. 

Duke. Not fo, not fa : his life is paralel'd 
Euen with the ftrokeand line of his great luftice : 
He doth with holic abftinencc fubdue 
That in him felfe, which he fpurres on his powrc 
To qualifie in others : were he meal'd with that 
Which he corrects, then were he tirrannous, 
But this being fo, he's iuft. Now are they come. 
This is a gentle Prouoft, fildome when 
The fteeled Gaoler is the friend of men : 
How now? what noife i That fpirk's pofTeft with haft, 
That wounds th'vnfifting Pofterne with thefe ftrokes. 

Pro. There he muft ftay vntil the Officer 
Arife to let him in : he is call'd vp. 

Luke. Haueyou no countermand for (fhudio yet? 
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But he muft die to morrow ? 
Pro* None Sir, none. 

Duke. As neere the dawning Prouoft, as it i5 3 
You fhall heare more ere Morning. 

Pro. Happely 
You fomething know : yet I belccuc there comes 
No countermand : no fuch example haue we: 
Befides, vpontheveric ficgeof luftice, 
Lord Angelohzth to thepublikc care 
Profcft thecontrarie. 

Enter a Meffenger. \ 

Duke, This is his Lords man. 

Pro. And heerc comes Claudia's pardon. 

Ttieff My Lord hath fent you this note," 
And by mee this further charge; 
That you fweruc not from the fmalleft Article of k 
Neither in time, matter, or other circumftancc. 
Good morrow: for as I take it, it is almoft day. 

Pro. Ifhallobey him. 

Duke. This is his Pardon purchased by fuch fin 
For which the Pardoner himfelfe is in : 
Hence hath offence hisquickeceleritie, 
When it is borne in high Authority. 
When Vice makes Mercie ; Mercie s fo extended, 
That for the faults louc, is th'offendcr friended. 
Now Sir, what newes ? 

Fro. I told you: 
Lord Angelo (be-like) thinking me remifle 
In mine Office, awakens mee 

With this vnwonted putting on, methinks ftrangely : 
For he hath not vs'd it before. 
D*k. Pray you let's heare* 
The Letter* 

Whatfoeuer you may heare to the contrary, let Claudio be ex 

ecuted by foure of the clocks, and in the afternoone Bernar. 

dine : Tor my better fat is faction % let mee haue CUudioj 

headfent mebyfiue. Let this be duely performed mtha 

thought that more defends on it , then we muflyex deltutr 

Thnsfaile not to doe your Offce^ as you will an fw ere it At 

your per ill. 
What lay you to this Sir { 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who i s to be execu- 
ted in uVAfternoonc ? 

Pro. A Bohemian borne : But here nurft vp & bred, 
One that is a prifoner nine yeercs old. 

Duke* How came ir, that the abfent« Duke had not 
either deliuer'dhim tohislibertie, or executed him? I 
haue heard i t was cuer his manner to do fo. 

Pro. His friends (till wrought Rcpreeues for him: 
And indeed his fa£t till now in the goucrnment of Lord 
Angelo , came not to an vndoubtfuil proofe. 

Duke. It isnowapparant? 

Pro. Moft manifeft, and not denied by himfelfe. 

Duke, Hath he borne himfelfe penitently in prifon* 
How feemes he to be touch'd ? 

Pro. A man that apprehends death no more dread- 
fully, but as a drunken fleepc, careleffe, wreaklelTc,and 
fearelcflc of what's paft,prefent, or to come : infenfiblc 
of mortality, and defperately mortall. 

Duke. He wants aduice. 

Pro.Hc wil heare none:he hath* euermore had the li- 
berty of thaprifomgiuehimleaueto efcape hence, hec 
would not. Drunke many times a day , if not many daics 
entirely drunke. We haue vcric oft awak'd him, as if to 
carrie him to execution, and fhew'd him a feeming war- 
rant for it, it hath not moued him at all. 

Duke. 
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~~~<I>uke. More of him anon : Thereto written in your 
\ brow Prouoft, honcfty and conftancic;ifIreadeit not 
truly my ancient skill beguiles me: but in the boldncs 
of my cunning, I will lay my felfe in hazard: CUudi*. 
whom hcercyou haue warrant to execute is no greater 
forfeit to the Law,then Angela who hath fentenc d him. 
To make you vndcrftand this in a manifcfted eftcft, I 
craue but foure daiesrefpit: for the which, you arc to 
do me both a prefent, and a dangerous courtcfic. 
Pro. Pray Sir,in what t 
J)uke. In the delaying death. 
Pro. Alacke,howmayIdoit /Hauing the hourc li- 
mited, and an expreffe command, vnder penajtie, to de- 
liucrhis head in the view of Angela ? I may make my 
cafe as CUudto\, to croffe this in the fmalleft. 

Duke. By the vow of mine Order, I warrant you, 
If my inftrucYions may be your guide, 
Let this Barnardine be this morning executed, 
And his head borne to Angelo. 

Pro. Angelohnh feene them both, 
And will difcouer the fauour. 

Duke. Oh, death's a great difguifer, and you may 
adde to it ; Shauc the head, and tic the beard, and fay ic 
was the defireofthc penitent to be fobar'de before his 
dcach: you know the courfc is common. Jf any thing 
fall to you vpon this, more then thankes aud good for- 
tune, by the Saint whom I profefie, I wilf plead againft 
it with my life. 

Pro. Pardon me, good Father, it is againft my oath. 
Du^e. Were you fwornc to the Duke, ortoiheDc- 
putie ? 

fro. To him, and to his Subftitutcs. 
Duke. You will thinkc you haue made no offence, if 
the Duke auouch the iuftice of your dealing ? 
Pro. But what likelihood is in that? 
Duke. Not a rcfemblance, but a certainty ; yet fince 
I fee you fearful], that neiiher my coate, integrity, nor 
)erfwafion, cars with cafe attempt you, I wil go further 
then I meant, toplucke all fcares out of you . Looke 
you Sir, heere is the hand and Seale of the Duke : you 
enow thetDharra&er I doubt not, and the Signet is not 
Grange to y , ? 

Pro. I knew them both. 

Duke. The Contents of this, is thereturneof the 
)uke;you (hall anon ouer-readcit at your plcafure: 
where you (hall finde within thefe two daies, he wil be 
)cere. This is a thing that Angelo knowes not , for hec 
this very day receiues letters of ftrange tenor,pcrchance 
of the Dukes death, perchance entering into fome Mo* 
nafterie, but by chance nothing of what is writ.Looke, 
thWolding Starre callcsvp the Shcpheard; put not 
your felfe into amazement, how thefe things fhould bej 
all difficulties arc but eafie when they arc koowne. Call 
your executioner, and off mth £*rnardin,es head : I will 
giue him a prefent flirift , and aduife him for a better 
place. Yet you are amaz'd, but this fhall abfolutely re- 
folueyou :Come away,it is aimoft clcerc dawnc, Sxit. 


Scena Tenia. 


Enter Clowne. 
Clo. I am as well acquainted hcere, as I was in our 
rioUicofprofcffion: one would tbinke it here Miftris 


Ouer-ddns owne houie, for hcere be rnanie of her oldc 
Cuftarners. Fir ft, here's yon g M r Rafb, hee'jinfora 
commoditic of browne paper, and oldc Ginger, nine 
fcore and feuentecoe pounds, of which hec made fTuc 
Markcs reaifie money : marrie then, Ginger was not 
muchinrequeft, for the olde Women were all dead. 
Thcnisthe*checreoneM r C^r, atthe fuiteofMafter 
Three-Pile the Mercer, for fome foure fuites of Peach- 
colour'd Satten, which now peaches him a beggar. 
Then ha»e vre heere, yongD/^/>, and yong M r Deepel 
v«r,andMr Copferfpurre&nd M r St Arue- Lackey the Ka- 
picr and dagger man, and yong Drop-hetre that kild lu- 
(\\cPudding,zndM< Forthlight thcTiltcr,and braueM^ 
Shootic the great Traueller, and wildc Halfc-Canne that 
ftabb'd Pots,and I tliinke fortie more,al! great doers jn 
our Trade,and arenow for the Lords fake. 

Enter Abhor fon. 
Abh. Sirrah, bring Barnar ^whether. 
Cla. M r Barnardine you muft rife and be hano'd 
W Barnardine. 0 h 

Abh. Whathoa Barnardine. 

Barnardine mthin. 
Bar. A pox o your throats: who makes^that noyfe 
there? What are you? 

Clo. Your friends Sir,the Hangman : 
You muft be fo good Sir to ri(c,and be put to death. 
Bar. Away you Rogue, away, I am flecpie. 
%Abh. Tell him he muft awake, 
And rhat quickly too. 

Clo: Pray Mzftcr Barnardw, awake till you arc: 
ecutcd,and flccpe afterwards. 

Ab. Go in to him, and fetch him out. 
(h. HeiscommingSir,hciscomming: I heare his 
Straw ruffle. 

Enter Barnardine. 
Abh. Is the Axe vpon the blocke,firrab? 
Clo. VcriercadicSir. 
Bar. How now Abhor fan} 
What's the newes with you ? 

Abh. Truly Sir, I would defire you to clap into your 
prayers : for looke you,thc Warrants come. 

Bar. You Rogue, I haue bin drinking all night, 
I am not fitted for'c. 0 

Clo. Oh,the better Sir; for he that drinkes ail night, 
and k hanged betimes in the morniug , mav ficepct.be 
founder alJ the next day. 

Enter Duke. 

Abh. Looke you Sir, heere comes your ghoftly Fa- 
ther : do weicft rtbw think* you ? 

T>uke. Sir,induccd by my charitie, and hearing hpw 
haftily you ajre to depart, I arn come to aduife you, 
Comforpyou,andpray with you. ; 

Bar. Friar,not I : I haue bin drinking hard all night, 
and I will haue more time to prepare race, or they ftiaJl 
beat out my brames with billets; I will notconfentto 
die this day, that's ccrtaine. 

"Duke. Oh fir, you muft : and therefore I bcfccch you 
Looke forward on the iournic you ftiall go. 

^r.lfweafclwillnotdieto day for an ic mans per- 
fwafion. r 

!D«^r. Buthcareyou: 

Bar.Not a word ; ifyou haue ani* thing to fay to mc 
comctomy Ward : for trfencc will not 1 today. 


Enter Promfl. 
Duke,. Vnfit to liue,or die : ob graucil heart, 


Afcer 



